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INTRODUCTION. 



A WAirr has been long felt for a collection of Church songs to supplement the 
Hymn Book — songs with a distinctly Church and religious tendency, without being 
hymns. From the workshop, the kitchen, and the stable, we hear the most sacred 
words warbled lightly, because they have become familiar in church or chapel 
wedded to taking tunes. The English people, for lack of national " Volkslieder " 
such as the Germans possess, have become a hymn-singing people; and the hymn 
is sung regardless of the character of the words, because the people are cheerful 
and want to sing. 

Of late 3rears Messrs. Sankey and Moody, and, later still, the " Salvation Army," 
have introduced religious songs which have at once become favourites, because the 
airs have been secular, and, in some cases, the words rollicking. The result has 
been a distinct lowering of the reverence of the people for holy things and holy 
words. Sacred aspirations and names, at which angels and devils bow, are trolled 
out or roared to music-hall tunes, sometimes by tipsy men, and often without thought. 

The tendency of these songs is not only to irreverence and profanity, but also 
to encourage heretical views of the scheme of Salvation. Justification is upheld as 
a sentimental outgush of excited hysteria, not as the gradual growth of a spiritual 
life ; and this mischievous teaching poisons the sources of the moral conscience. 

In compiling the collection now presented to Churchmen, the authors have done 
their best to insist on definite truth, and to make the song a vehicle for impressing 
some facts necessary to salvation on the minds of those who sing them. They 
have aimed especially at giving definite expressions to the doctrine of "the Catholic 
Church," a doctrine which is presupposed, rather than insisted on, in our hymnals. 
The Church's year brings the great facts of Our Lord's life and the event of 
Pentecost before people's mindsy and the h)nnns accentuate the lessons of the 
gospels for the Festivals. But there is no great feast of the "Holy CathoUc 
Church " at which this verity of the faith is insisted on ; whence the need of sup- 
plementing the hymnal with Church songs teaching this doctrine, to be used at 
mission services, social gatherings, and in processions. 

In an age of flux in religious belief, and disintegration, social, political, moral 
and religious, we cannot sufficiently impress on the minds of Christians the fact 
of the unity of the Church Catholic in all ages ami in all places, and of her being 
the one immutable guardian of the truth, moral and religious, amidst the genersd 
change and upheaval, and disturbance of traditional beliefs. 

A hymn should have ks distinct character, be objective, and void of mawkish 
sentiment. It should be addressed to God, and not to the human soul, nor should 
it be an oblique sermon. It is an act of worship and praise. But a sacred song 
need not be so restricted ; thus, such songs as " By the gate they meet us," 
"Sinner, come to Jesus," "We won't give up the Bible," "Nearer home," and the 
like are unsuitable for public worship, but they are tolerable at the religious class, 
in the home circle on a Sunday evening, and lox schools. 

The songs in this collection belong to this category: they are adapted both as 
to words and tunes for use outside the church as a supplement to the Hymnal* 

Just thirty years ago, the writer of this introduction began a similar collection,, 
and laid it aside. He saw then that there was a need for such a book, but the 
demand had not come, so the time was not ripe for its production. 

In selecting the melodies rather a wide field has been travelled over. Some that 
may not appear of much merit when tried over on the piano are taken because, 
experience has proved them to be good workable tunes when sung by a body of 
voices. The harmonies throughout have been composed, re-written, or revised by the 
Rev. H. Fleetwood Sheppard. 

A word or two may be added on the several songs in this collection. 

I. "The March of the Church Army" is intended to teach the doctrine of the 
unity of the Catholic Church. The tune is arranged with much alteration from one 
in the Treves " Gesang und Gebetbuch " by Stephan Liick, 1847,. where it is given 
for the feast of S. Francis Xavier. 
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INTRODUCTION. 



A WAirr has been long felt for a collection of Church songs to supplement the 
Hymn Book — songs with a distinctly Church and religious tendency, without being 
hymns. From the workshop, the kitchen, and the stable, we hear the most sacred 
words warbled lightly, because they have become familiar in church or chapel 
wedded to taking tunes. The English people, for lack of national " Volkslieder " 
such as the Germans possess, have become a hymn-singing people; and the hymn 
is sung regardless of the character of the words, because the people are cheerful 
and want to sing. 

Of late years Messrs. Sankey and Moody, and, later still, the " Salvation Army," 
have introduced religious songs which have at once become favourites, because the 
airs have been secular, and, in some cases, the words rollicking. The result has 
been a distinct lowering of the reverence of the people for holy things and holy 
words. Sacred aspirations and names, at which angels and devils bow, are trolled 
out or roared to music-hall tunes, sometimes by tipsy men, and often without thought. 

The tendency of these songs is not only to irreverence and profanity, but also 
to encourage heretical views of the scheme of Salvation. Justification is upheld as 
a sentimental outgush of excited hysteria, not as the gradual growth of a spiritual 
life ; and this mischievous teaching poisons the sources of the moral conscience. 

In compiling the collection now presented to Churchmen, the authors have done 
their best to insist on definite truth, and to make the song a vehicle for impressing 
some facts necessary to salvation on the minds of those who sing them. They 
have aimed especially at giving definite expressions to the doctrine of " the Catholic 
Church," a doctrine which is presupposed, rather than insisted on, in our hymnals. 
The Church's year brings the great facts of Our Lord's life and the event of 
Pentecost before people's mindsy and the h)anns accentuate the lessons of the 
gospels for the Festivals. But there is no great feast of the " Holy Catholic 
Church " at which this verity of the faith is insisted on ; whence the need of sup- 
plementing the hymnal with Church songs teaching this doctrine, to be used at 
mission services, social gatherings, and in processions. 

In an age of flux in religious belief, and disiategration, social, political, moral 
and religious, we cannot sufficiently impress on the minds of Christians the fact 
of the unity of the Church Catholic in all ages and in all places, and of her being 
the one immutable guardian of the truth, moral and religious, amidst the general 
change and upheaval, and disturbance of traditional beliefs. 

A hymn should have its distinct character, be objective, and void of mawkish 
sentiment. It should be addressed to God, and not to the human soul, nor should 
it be an oblique sermon. It is an act of worship and praise. But a sacred song 
need not be so restricted ; thus, such songs as " By the gate they meet us," 
"Sinner, come to Jesus," "We won't give up the Bible," "Nearer home," and the, 
like are unsuitable for public worship, but they are tolerable at the religious class, 
in the home circle on a Sunday evening, and tor schools. 

The songs in this collection belong to this category: they are adapted both as 
to words and tunes for use outside the church as a supplement to the Hymnal. 

Just thirty years ago, the writer of this introduction began a similar collection^ 
and laid it aside. He saw then that there was a need for such a book, but the 
demand had not come, so the time was not ripe for its production. 

In selecting the melodies rather a wide field has been travelled over. Some that 
may not appear of much merit when tried over on the piano are taken because 
experience has proved them to be good workable tunes when sung by a body of 
voices. The harmonies throughout have been composed, re-written, or revised by the 
Rev. H. Fleetwood Sheppard. 

A word or two may be added on the several songs in this collection. 

I. "The March of the Church Army" is intended to teach the doctrine of the 
unity of the Catholic Church. The tune is arranged with much alteration from one 
in the Treves " Gesang und Gebetbuch " by Stephan LUck, 1847,. where it is given 
for the feast of S. Francis Xavicr. 
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2. 

The man and the maiden, the old, the young, 

Are all in the Church of God ; 
And all have to fight in the self-same fight, 

And tread where the Saints have trod. 
The Captain above us is Jesus Christ, 

His Banner the cross so red. 
We march in the glorious Host of God, 

We follow our King and Head. 



Three enemies threaten on every side — 

The deviX the flesh, the world ; 
We ward off il;ieir darts with the silver shield. 

And flutter ihe banner unfurl'd. 
We echo the angels' triumphant shout. 

When Satan from heaven fell. 
We march in the glorious Host of God, 

To battle with sin and hell. 



But One is the army that Christ commands, 

In ages that pass, but One ; 
But One is the warfare wherever waged. 

In the self-same way begun. 
The Faith of the army of Christ is One, 

The strength of its Hope the same. 
We march in the glorious Host of God, 

In the great Commander's Name. 



Then who will be found from the Host to stray? 

And who from the Faith to fall ? 
As Satan of old from the ranks above, 

From Jesus the All-in-all ? 
With shoulder to shoulder, and firm as flint, 

We swerve not to left or right, 
We march in the glorious Host of God, 

The soldiers and sons of Light. 
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There are pitfalls many 

Set on every side ; 
God, a guardian angel 

Gives to be my guide. 

I'm a little, &c. 



There are dangers many 

Meet me as I go ; 
Strong, with God's assistance. 

Fear I not the foe. 

I'm a little, &c. 



There are byepaths many 
Foolish men have trod ; 

Forward I am pressing 
On the King's high road. 

I'm a little, &c. 



Far before me shineth 

Zion, city blest, 
Where the little Pilgrim 

In the end may rest. 

I'm a little, &c. 
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Help the little Pilgrim, 
Lord, I humbly pray ; 

Keep me safe, and keep me 
In the King's highway. 
I'm a little, &c. 
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Our gallant ship is Holy Church 
Which Jesus Christ commands ; 

And all the crew, both old and young. 
In His obedience stands. 
Sailing, &c. 



The blood-red cross at mast-head streams. 

The ensign of our King ; 
The sea is cahn, the sky serene, 

And as we sail we sing. 
Sailing, &c. 



The storm may break, the night may lower, 

The vessel toss and strain ; 
We fear no wreck, we steer right on, 

The sun will shine again. 
Sailing, &c. 



Our Captain watches night and day, 

His Holy Ship to guide ; 
And safe we Sail so long as we 

Within her walls abide. 
Sailing &c. 
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Then keep us. Lord, when seas are smooth, 
And keep when storms overwhelm ; 

O may we ever hear Thy voice. 
And s^e Thee at the helm. 
Sailing, &c. 
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2. 

St. Peter was a fisherman, 

Who toiled upon the wave; 
" Henceforth shalt thou catch men," said Christ, 

" And sinful souls shalt save." 
** Thou art a rock, and I will build 

My holy Church on thee ; 
The keys of heaven thou shalt hold. 

Come, follow after Me." 

Then, working men, &c. 



St. Paul, he was a tentmaker. 

And, working at his trade 
With them that were of self-same craft, 

For Christ He converts made. 
" These hands," he said, " have ministered 

To my necessity ; " 
And herein gathered his reward. 

He made the gospel free. 

Then, working men, &c. 



The good physician, Luke, whose praise 

Through all the churches rolls. 
Like his great Master, toiled to save 

Men's bodies and men's souls. 
From him we learn those songs divine. 

Which men and angels too 
Sing day by day. O what weak man 

With zeal for God may do ! 

Then, working men, &c. 



A rich young ruler came to Christ, 

" Lord, I will follow Thee ; 
The ten commandments I have kept. 

What lacketh yet to me ?" 
" Give all thy wealth to feed the poor, 

And thou shalt win the crown." 
Alas ! he could not rise to that. 

His riches held him down. 

Then, working men, &c. 



6. 

God's saints in every age and clime. 

All in their several ways. 
With heart and hand, in life and death, 

Have laboured for His praise : 
And we too, brothers, wheresoe'er 

Our humble lot may lie. 
Can work for Him, who was content. 

For us to work — and die ! 

Then, working men^ &€• 
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2. 

But in this one and only God 
There yet are Persons Three : 

The Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
One Blessed Trinity. 
All this, &c. 



The second Person, God the ^on. 
Came down on earth to dwell, 

Took flesh, and died upon the Cross, 
To save our souls from Hell. 
All this, &c. 
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The Holy Spirit I adore, 

The source of life and love. 
Who through the veins of Holy Church, 

As sap in plants doth move. 
All this, &c. 
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The good with God in light shall reign, 

And ever happy be ; 
The wicked into darkness cast • 

Shall wail eternally. 
All this, &c. 



^ *' If he neglect to hear the Church, let him be unto thee as an heathen man and a publican." — 

S. Matt, xviii. 17. 
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2 The stream of life is changing as 

The ever shifting tide ; 
And scatters what we gather up, 
That nothing may abide* 
But one Faith, &c. 

3 The wind blows North, the wind blows South, 

The wind blows East and West ; 
And men's opinions whirl about, 
And never are at rest. 

But one Faith, &c. 

4 No form or fashion fixed remains 

But hastes to disappear ; 
And when Prosperity abounds, 
Destruction draweth near. 
But one Faith, &c. 

5 Upon unstable sands are built 

Our Babels every day ; 
The rain descends, the waters swell, 
And sweep them clean away. 
But one Faith, &c. 

6 And many a sect is set aloft 

For ever to endure ; 
But stone by stone it crumbles down, 
Man cannot make secure. 
But one Faith, &c. 

7 The storm may rage, the floods arise, 

The Church must surely stand, 
Built on the everlasting rock 
By the Almighty hand. 

But one Faith, &c, 
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2. 



The Saviour stood, and prayed : " I would 
That those whom Thou hast given Me 

Should ever stand, a constant band, 
In steadfast Unity." 



** That from the fold wherein I hold 

The sheep I love, should wander none ; 
As Thou in Me, and I in Thee 
They all may be as one." 



As Gedron flows from whence it rose 
One stream throughout from source to sea, 

The Church in time and every clime 
Is one, and one will be. 



Though many a rill falls in to fill 
The shining river as it glides. 

Yet none will think to o'er-leap the brink, 
Each in the bed abides, 

6. 

And all, the same, with common airn 
And common impulse onward flow ; 

And none rebel, but join to swell, 
One stream as on they go. 



O keep us. Lord, the sole Adored, 
In Unity assured with Thee, 

AU one in Faith, all one in HopCy 
And one in Charity. 

(8) 
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On the sea the storm descended, 

Jesus in the vessel slept ; 
Foam and water o'er the bulwarks 
By the rushing blast was swept. 
Boats were sinking, men were drowning. 
O'er them fierce, the billows lept, 
In the Ship, in the Ship — safety 
In the Snip alone. 



In the world are dangers many, 

Storms that wreck, and mists that veil ; 
Darkness deepens, landmarks vanish — 

Who can dare such seas to sail ? 
Who in vessels man constructed, 
Can against such odds prevail 7 

In the Church, in the Church — safety 
In the Church alone, 



For the Church is Christ's own vessel, 

He the keel thereof hath laid ; 
He the Builder, He the Captain, 

He the Pilot, stands its aid. 
To the port, direct and safely, 
He will guide the ship He made. 

In the Church, in the Church — ss 
In the Church alone. 
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2. 

'• There angels sit and weave 

A garland for my head, 
To crown the victor in the fight, 

Of roses white and red." 
A scoffer, standing by 

Said, " Maiden, send, I pray, 
Some roses, if thy tale be true, 

From Paradise to-day." 

3* 

She turned and raised her eyes. 

" I will— if God allow ; " 
Then meekly bared and bowed her neck 

Beneath the headsman's blow. 
The stainless spirit fled, 

And flowed the ruby blood ; 
Then lo ! in light and flowing white 

A glorious angel stood, 

4- 

And spake, ** The crown is won 

As Dorothea said ; 
The martyr sendeth now to thee 

Some roses white and red." 
The fairest flowers of earth 

Might not with those compare. 
The angel held, they streamed with light. 

And fragrance passing rare. 



We are not called to die 

By martjT's death of pain ; 
By sword or spear, by cross or firci 

Yet still may Eden gain. 
For if we live to God, 

And serve Him here in fear, 
A crown of life is held aloft 

For those that persevere. 
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2. 

What though broad before you 

Spreads a tossing tide ? 
God is strong and mighty 

Waters to divide. 
With my rod uplifted, 
Forward see me go ; 
Back ! ye hungry billows, 
Let the people through. 
Roil back, rushing waters, 
Stay thy waves, O Sea ! 
That I may gain the Blessed land 
My God has promised me. 



March, God's chosen people I 

Over doubt and dread ; 
All that daunts shall vanish 

Where ye fearless tread. 
Only march on boldly, 

Looking f^,r away 
From the black sea-bottom, 

To the breaking day. 

Roll back, &c. 



Dread not threatening billows 

Which like walls uprear ; 
Dread not hosts pursuing. 

Armed with sword and spear. 
Wherefore now faint-hearted ? 

Trust ye in your God ! 
Look on me, your leader, 

With uplifted rod. 

Roll back, &c. 



Soon shall all be gathered 

Safe on yonder shore ; 
Foes who long have daunted, 

Ye shall see no more. 
Looking back, shall wonder 

What ye had to fear ; 
Marvel how ye doubted 
When your help was near. 

Strike, strike the sounding timbrel 

By the placid sea ; 
Shout, shout to God, as thunder, 
Songs of victory. 
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2. 

Saint on saint in heaven stands, 
Countless are their radiant bands ; 
Moving round the central Sun, 
Jesus Christ, the glorious One. 
Who the numbers may recite, 
Or the glory and delight. 
Of the blessed sons of light ? 

3- 
Dull the earth and dark may seem. 
There no righteous found, we deem, 
Yet the saints are trained below. 
Soon above as stars to glow ; 
Out of every nation rise 
Planets for the starry skies, 
Filling hearts with glad surprise. 

4- 
O that life's probation done. 
We may circle round our Sun, 

Safe with those who've gone before, 

Safe from fall for evermore, 
In the firmament above. 
Round the Lord in ranks to move, 
Beaming light, aglow with love ! 



♦ " There is one glory of the sun, and another glory of the moon, and another glory of the stars : for one 
star differeth from another star in glory. So also is the resurrection of the dead." — i Cor. xv. 41. 42. ** And 
He brought him forth abroad, and said. Look now toward heaven, and tell the stars, if thou be able to 
number them ; and He said unto him, So shall thy seed be."— Gen. xv. 5. 
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2. 



" O, who is He ?" the damsel said ; 

" The flow'rs on earth who shed, 
The roses pink, the lilies white, 

Hyacinths blue and red ? 



** O, who is He ? I love Him well. 
Ah ! wondrous is His power. 

Who made thq blossom, seed, and leaf, 
Fashioning all the flower. 



•* O, who is He, that gard'ner good ? 

To Him my heart I yield ;" 
For worthy He to be beloved 

Painting the summer field." 



Then Jesus Christ at cockcrow came, 
And at the window stood ; 

" I come to take the maiden's heart, 
I am the gard'ner good." ♦ 

6. 

The Sultan's daughter rose and said, 
" Thy like I have not seen, 

O gentle Lord, with locks all wet, 
Knee-deep in herbage green." 



^* O Maiden, I have loved thee well, 

All in my Father's home ; 
My locks are wet with drops of night, 

As in the dew I roam.f 

8. 

" I come for thee, to bear thy soul, 
To see my Father's bowers, 

To realms of light, where angels white 
Sing in the land of flowers." 



"With Thee I'll go," the Maiden said, 

" For Thee I love so well ; 
But what are these red flowers Thou hast, 

What are these roses, tell ?" 

lO. 

He showed the roses in His palms, 

The roses on His feet ; 
A blood red rose was on His side, 

There where the heart doth beat. 

II. 

" O, these are wounds I show to thee, 

To prove I love thee true ; 
I bore for thee the nails, the spear, 

Piercing My body through." % 



12. 



The Sultan to his garden came, 
There lay his daughter dead ; 

A smile upon her face, her arms 
Were as a cross outspread. § 



* S. John XX. 15. 



t Song of Solomon v. 2. 
§ See introductory remarks on this Ballad. 
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2. 

Ye boast of England's palaces, 

Her cities and her towers — 
Of mansions where her sons, at ease, 

Dwell *midst her greenwood bowers ; 
But deeper sense of reverence 

God's temple should command, 
While knee shall bend, and prayer ascend 

From Churches of our Land. 



O I pleasant are the pealing bells, 

Heard at each holy time. 
That call to prayer from hills and dells, 

With their melodious chime ; 
And glorious is the sacred song, 

Swell'd by a fervent band, 
When organ note doth proudly float 

Through Churches of our Land. 



Talk not of England's " wooden walls,*' 

Her better strength is here ; 
Here trust around the spirit falls. 

Subduing doubt and fear. 
Here her brave sons have gathered power, 

And nerved each heart and hand ; 
Most fearless prove those who best love 

The Churches of our Land. 



They stand the guardians of the faith 

For which our fathers died ; 
God keep these temples free from scathe- 

Our blessing and our pride ! 
Our energies, our deeds, our prayers, 

All these should they command. 
That never foe may lay them low, — 

The Churches of our Land. 
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2. 

Our Captain is Christ Jesus, 

Our enemy is sin. 
The world, the flesh, the devil ; 

And we the flght shall win. 
Beneath the cross of Christ we march, 

The crown of Christ to gain ; 
And we have promised faithfully 

His soldiers to remain. 
So we march, &c. 



O, valiant little soldiers I 
But you are weak and frail ; 

The way is long, the foe is strong, 
And dangers sore assail. 

Unknown temptations hover near, 
Sin lurks on every hand, [guile 

When snare and wile all hearts be- 
How shall you firmly stand ? 
So we march, &c. 



We are but feeble soldiers, 

And if our arm alone 
Were all we had to trust to, 

We soon were overthrown : 
But Christ, when dangers threaten 

His shield will o'er us fling, |us, 
And by His side we safe shall bide. 

Beneath His sheltering wing. 
So we march, &c. 



O valiant little soldiers 1 

But Christ has much to do ; 
Can He be with you always 

When others need Him too ? 
The cruel foe his face may show, 

When Christ is far away ; 
The battle's roll will shake your soul. 

And Satan gain the day. 
So we march, &c. 
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6. 

The Lord is with us always ; 

His promise cannot fail ; 
If love we show to Him, no loe 

Against us can prevail. 
By night and day to Him we pray 

For grace to do His will, 
Whose loving deeds have helped our 

And He will help us still, [needs, 
So we niarch, &c. 



valiant little soldiers 1 
Take me along with you ; 

You serve the Lord and trust His 
I'll serve and trust Him too. [word, 

1 too will bear His banner fair ; 

I too will conquer sin ; [ones. 

Who marches with Christ's little 
His kingdom best may win. 
So we march, &c. 
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Faith it is One, and it One will be, Till time is engulfed in e - ter - ni - ty. 
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2 The Faith of the Church will for ever last, 
Is one in all places and with the past, 
Is steadfast, is given by God on high. 
Not human and shifting incessantly. 

The Religion of " WonX" &c. 

3 Sects cling to the false and reject the true. 
They clamour for something invented new ; 
They " don't believe this,'* and they " don't hold that!" 
And never are satisfied what they are at. 

The Religion of " Won't," &c. 

4 And what they believe no man may say. 
But they all protest with a " Not " and " Nay," 
And " I don't " and " I won't," and " I sha'n't," and ** can't, 
Till nothing is left but an ugly want. 

The Religion of " Won't," &c. 

5 The Faith of the Church is " Aye " and " Yea ! 
The voice of the Devil is " Not " and " Nay;" 
The Faith, it is One, and it One will be, 
Till time is engulfed in eternity. 

The Religion of " Won't," &c. 



*i. •! 



* '* As God is true, our word toward you was not Yea and Nay. For the Son of God, Jesus Christ, who 
was preached among you by us, was not Yea and Nay, but in Him was Yea." — 2 Cor. i. i8, ig. S. Paul 
means that the Christian Faith is something to believe : on the other hand the sects and heresies, old and new, 
are forms of disbelief. The Church holds all the Faith. The sects pick and choose little bits of truth « and 
deny the rest. Heresy consists not so much in teaching false doctrine as in denying true doctrine. Thus, if 
you were to strike out of the Faith, one after another, the various points denied by the sects, you would have 
nothing left. Christ committed the whole Truth to His Church to be held as a whole till the end. The pott, 
Goethe, well makes the devil thus describe himself, *• The Spirit I that evermore denies." 
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For the Saints, the Saints on high,Their day of strife and Ta - hour done. 
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Down the deep and darksome vale 

They pass'd from out of sight, 
Now beyond its river pale 
They mount to deathless light. 
To the land of verdant bowers, 
And of sweet unfading flowers. 
For ever fair, for ever bright. 

3- 

On ! upon the holy height 

An altar-throne is spread ; 
There the Lamb, in radiant light. 
Lifts His thorn-encircled head. 
Saints that from the valley rise 
A^'e with glad, expectant eyes. 
To Jesus Christ, the Saviour, led. 

4- 
Patriarchs and prophets stand 

In joy on either side. 
Now possess the Promised Land 
Bestowed by Him who died. 

Now their t5rpes are all complete. 
Priest and king and prophet meet, 
In glad accord, and satisfied. 



8. 
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Mary now in joyous cheer. 

The Maiden, Mother, Queen ; 
John the Baptist, John the Seer, 
This triumph once foreseen ; 
Peter with the double keys, 
Magdalen upon her knees, 
Apostles twelve in golden sheen. 

6. 

Innocents by Herod slain. 

The clouds about the sun ; 
Crimson-flushed, baptized in pain, 
Ere life had well begun. 

Now with angels, hand in hand. 
Roam about the happy land 
Without a fear, with trouble none. 



Catharine, from wheel and blade, 

Ascends to perfect day ; 
Cicely, in snow arrayed. 
Comes singing on her way. 
Lucy, with her lamp alight. 
Virgin cohort, fair and bright. 
With roses and with lilies gay. 



Martyr host, confessors true, 

And many a faithful priest ; 

Humble souls, earth never knewi 

The first who were the least. 

Sing the saints, their sorrows o'er. 
Weeping, wanting now no more. 
They full enjoy the marriage feast. 
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3 In the midst of that dear city 

Christ is reigning on His seat, 
And the angels swing their censers 
In a ring about His feet. 
O that I had, &c. 

4 From the throne a river issues. 

Clear as crystal, passing bright, 
And it traverses the city 
Like a beam of living light. 
O that I had, &c. 

5 Where it waters leafy Eden 

Rolling over silver sand. 
Sit the angels, softly chiming 
On the harps they hold in hand. 
O that I had, &c. 



6 There the meadows, green and dew}-. 

Shine with lilies wondrous fair ; 
Thousand, thousand are the colours 
Of the waving flowers there. 
O that I had, &c. 

7 There the forests ever blossom 

As our orchards here in May ; 
There the gardens never wither, 
But eternally are gay. 
O that I had, &c. 

8 There the wind is sweetly fragrant, 

And is laden with the song 
Of the seraphs and the elders. 
And the great redeemM throng. 
O that I had, &c. 



9 O, I would mine ears were open, 
Here to catch that happy strain 1 
O, I would mine eyes some vision 
Of that Eden could attain ! 
O that I had, &c. 
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2 This is the day the Lord called out of night, 
Sudden and wondrous, the glorious light ; 
This is the day the truth streams on the soul. 
Banishing ignorance, sick making whole. 

3 This is the day the Lord rose from the tomb, 
Sorrow dispelling, and scattering gloom ; 
This is the day the Lord made as His own, 
When all His subjects should kneel at His throne. 

4 This is the day that His Table is spread, 
When He is known in the Breaking of Bread ; 
This is the day that His children are found 
Gathered in love their dear Father around. 

5 Now the day endeth, its moments are done, 
Sets on another glad Sunday the sun ; 
Pardon, O Saviour, neglect in Thy praise ! 
Pardon the prayers we were careless to raise. 

6 Grant that hereafter, when Time is no more. 
We, with the angels, on Thy blessed shore, 
May sing unwearied the Father, the Son, 
And the Blest Spirit, in Three ever One. 
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19. 



Ct?^ hi^st 5nenb, 



^^^^^^W 



With smoothness. 
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t 



Our dear 



est Friend in heaven is reign-ing, While here on 



r^ 



earth true 
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:e. And art - ful eruile and false - hood feiern - iner. Too 
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friend • ship's rare, And art 



guHe and false - hood feign - ing, Too 



fat 
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J. 
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oft 
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1^ 



est hearts des - pair. 



t^ r K ^ r 



But 



ptj 



1^ 
still 



-L -<i^- J 



^ 



^m 



on this 




i 



m 



my 





2 For me He suflfered anguish mortal, 

For me His precious blood He shed, 
For me He opes the heavenly portal. 

For me He mounted from the dead. 
And here my cry shall never end, 
My Jesus is my steadfast Friend. 

3 Then keep, O world, thy guilty pleasures, 

Thy glitt'ring gifts, whatever be they ; 
For me divine eternal treasures. 

Which never more shall pass away. 
Whoe'er assail, do thou defend, 
My Jesus, King, and steadfast Friend. 
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20. 



CBa Valhy of Bones. 



ir . — ijL — — :f~' — :5r~Jr~w* — ijr 



Mysteriously. 



^^^g 



The Val - ley of Bones lay 



dead and bare, With car - cas-es scat - ter'd 
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*ry-where ; No 
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herb - age spring, No 
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Chorus. 
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birds would ov - er its 
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Still - ness wing. 



O wind of God, come 
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breathe on the slain, 

" "^ f f- 
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That they may stand on their feet a 



\ 



Jl 



. J^ ^^ 



gain. 

J- 



^^ g I g g 



r 



2. 

The Valley of Bones is round us all. 
The dead are prostrate, the dying fall, 
And over us hardly a gleam of light, 
But shadows of death, and dreary night. 
O wind, &c. 



The Spirit of God again will blow, 
The sources of life again will flow. 
The Church will arise, a mighty host» 
And conquer again her places lost. 
O wind, &c. 



The faith of the saints is fading fast. 
The hope of the helpless is overpast ; 
And charity dies in selfishness. 
And fortitude fails with weariness. 
O wind, &c. 



O Day of the Lord, return, return ! 
The hearts of the sad expectant yearn ! 
O Spirit, the face of the earth renew ! 
O breathe as the wind, distil as the dew I 
O wind, &c. 
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(Dm ZHott^cr CfjurcE>, 



m 



'%^ With firmness. 



W^ 
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->' t ^ 
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The Church is my Moth - er,* I owe her my love ; She train • eth her 



r~rT— r^ 



b^ 



^^^ 
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Fine. 



^ 



I I 
chil - dren for Je - sus a - hove. 
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Of old . . Eve was Moth • er of 
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all . . sons of earth, Now God gives an 
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o - ther by He aven - ly birth. 

J I J..^-^ J. J. 

m 
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2 Ere Jesus ascended, 
In that parting hour 
He gave His commission 
Investing with power : 
" Go forth to the nations, 
And teach in My Name, 
And, lo 1 I am with you, 
Till earth ends in flame." 
The Church, &c. 



3 O Church of the Saviour, 
By promise secure, 
Infallible teacher, 

While earth shall endure : 
Though traitors deceive thee. 

And scorners suiround ; 
Though false teachers leave thee 
And cruel hands wound. 
The Church, &c. 



4 Though winds whistle chilly, 
And wither thy leaf, 
Our love for thee, Mother, 

Shall grow with thy grief; 
The day is not distant 

When all men shall own. 
The Church is the kingdom 
Of Jesus alone. 

The Church, &c 



5 Then those who disdained, 
And cowards who fled. 
Shall come to her crouching 

For morsels of bread.f 
For Christ in His glory 

Shall summon His Bride 
To share in His triumph 
And reign at His side. 
The Church, &c. 



6 Then we that were faithful, 
That held to her fast, 
Shall shine in her splendour 

In heaven at last. 
Lord Jesus, we pray Thee 

To hasten the hour, 
Establish Thy kingdom, 
In glory and power. 
The Church, &c. 



With firmness. 



ALTERNATIVE TUNE. 



Fine. 





A-UUL ^ 



fei U J kJ J J J 



I I 



J. J. 




* "Jerusalem which is above is free, which is the mother of us all. Now we, brethren, are the children of promise. We are 
not children of the bondwoman (the Jewish Church) but of the free (the Catholic Church)." Gal. iv. 26, 28, 31. f x Sam. ii. 36. 
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Ct^tlbJ^oob past 



WithfeeUng^ 



N-J»i V4. 
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The vil - lage church, the vil - lage tower, The peal of glad me - lo - dious 
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^^ 



T 



^^ 



^ 



■^ 



f 



^ 



bells That break from out 
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the leaf - y bower, And to the heart of com - fort 
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tells ; The vil - lage churchyard where re - pose my fa - ther, mo - ther dear, and 
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those I knew and loved in childhood's time, But meet no more in man-hood's 
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in child- hood's time, 
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I knew and loved 
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in child-hood's time, 
( 26 ) 




But meet no 
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meet 
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more, 
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^p 



zat 



r 



-r — H" *^ 



no 
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p. /Pq 



P 



^ 



Vi/ 



2. 

O childhood past, O time of light, 
O would that I could thee recall. 
When faith was fresh, and hope was bright, 
And innocence without a fall. 
That I no more might sadly roam, 
But turn again to happy home ; 
And see again, and love and cheer 
Those grey old heads to me so dear. 



It cannot be, 1 cannot turn, 

The past is sealed and set aside; 

And though my heart with longing bum, 

I may not with the past abide. 
I travel on my weary way, 
I pause, but make no long delay ; 
No joy endures, no pleasures last, 
And further seems the sunny past. 



It cannot be, I look before. 
And still in church I kneel and pray 
The same old prayers, and Christ adore. 
The same old creed and psalms I say ; 
And, with old hope revived, to see 
The dear old folk awaiting me. 
In home — a home that will abide, 
Where I may lay my staff aside. 
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ALTERNATIVE TUNES. 



10. 



44 



With spirit. 



Sovwaxb I " saxb tJ^c PropE^ei 




r-fCf 



"Forward! "said the Prophet, Point-ing to the sea, March, ye roy • al peo - pie, Thro' it fear-less - ly I 
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What tho'foes are gath-'ring, Darkening all the plain, God's right arm ex-tend-ed, Shall their force re-strain. 
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Roll back, rushing wa - tersi Stay thy waves, O seal That I may gain the blessed land My God hath promised me. 



^mmm 






For the remaining verses see page 13. 




16. 



Sxwi^ tJ^c song, tl^c trtumpF^ song. 




I 



Joyfully. 1^ 



Music by Martin S. Skeffington. 
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Sing the song, the tri-umph song, The vie - tor's crown is on ; 
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Shout to Christ and 
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march a - long. The bat - 
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tie's fought and won. 
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Raise it till 
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For the Saints, the Saints on high, Their day 
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done. 
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For ^A^ remaining verses see page ig. 
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24. 
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Smoothly, 
SoLo^or Quartet. 



3 



ff 




Music by Martin S. Skeffinqton. 
Chorus. 



77 r 

If we come to the Fa- ther, in pen - itence bend, There is pardon for you and for me ; 




i;\r g c Ml fri r g g r i l 




Solo. 




If we come with repentance, re - solve to amend, There is pardon for you and for me ; 



■J^J^^ J^'^^j 



^^ 




^^ 




to amena, mere is 





Solo. 




If we come with confession, con - tri - tion of soul. There is pardon for you and for me ; 





^^ 




Solo. 



Chorus. 




If we come with de-sire, as the sick to be whole, There is pardon for you and for me. 

" rP^K r.f. ^ gg i r^ 




^ I' i f. f. 



2 If we come with humility, lowly in heart. 

There is mercy for you and for me ; 
If we come, in the kingdom of heaven to have part, 

There is, &c. 
If we come with a hunger for heavenly food, 

There is, &c. 
If we come with a love of the true and the good. 

There is, &c. 

3 If we come in infirmity, stating oar need, 

There is succour for you and for me ; 
If we come when we suffer, and sorrow, and bleed. 

There is, &c. 
If we come in exhaustion, refreshment to find, 

There is, &c. 
If we come in afflictions of body a^d mind, 

There is, &c. 

4 If we come in necessity, help to obtain. 

There are riches for you and for me ; 
If we earnestly labour sidvation to gain. 
There are, &c. 



If we tread the right path, that is thorny and strait, 

There are, &c. 
If in faith on our Lord we but patiently wait. 

There are, &c. 

5 If we run in the race with desire for the prize. 

There's salvation for you and for me ; 
If the world and its pleasures and pomps we despise, 

There's, &c. 
If we commune with God, and are instant in prayer, 

There's, &c. 
If we wrestle in hope, and not yield to despair. 

There's, &c. 

6 When the tempest assails, when tlie Devil has power, 

There is shelter for vou and for me ; 
In the stress of the strife, and at life's latest hour, 

There is, &c. 
In the heavenly harbour, the home of delight. 

There is, &c. 
In the garden of Eden, the mansion of light. 

There is, &c. 



True Repentance is made up of Three Parts : i. Contrition, or sorrow for sin ; 2, Confession of sin to 
God; 3, Purpose of Amendment. Unless these three parts are found united. Repentance is incomplete, and 
Pardon is not given. 
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25. 



^c stoob in tE^e mibsi* 



Withjeeting. 






From LoKTziNO. 



T 




^^^ 



He stood in the midst of His cho - sen, At Eas - ter He stood at e*en ; The 
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^i 



-^ J. cres. ^ . Ik. iw ^ ^»w» 



wounds that were made by the i - ron In the hands and the feet were seen. And He 







cres. 



dim. 



shewed where the bar - ba-rous spear- head, Trans -fix • ing His heart, had been. 




2 He stood as the sun 'mid the planets, 

Enriching their orbs with light ; 
He stood as a captain inspiring 

His soldiers to brave the fight ; 
And He stood as a rose in a garden, 

Its ornament and delight. 

3 He stood to revive the drooping. 

He stood to sustain the frail ; 
He stood to infuse fresh courage 

In those that begin to fail ; 
As a guide and a help to the pilgrims 

Who travei-se this tearful vale. 

4 In the midst of the Church He standeth, 

A fountain whence virtue flows ; 
He lightens, He leads, He pastures ; 

His sheep by their names He knows ; 
And wherever His flock He leadeth. 

Before them the Pastor goes. 



v^ 



5 As out of the heart proceedeth 

The blood, that in every vein 
Is throbbing throughout the body, 

Its health and its strength sustain : 
So does Christ to the Church, His Body, 

Its centre and soul remain. 

6 As unto the wheeling planets 

The fountain of light is one, 
So also the Church revolveth 

About an eternal sun. 
But the light of all lights is Jesus, 

Apart from His presence, none. 

7 In the midst of the fiercest battle 

He standeth with succour near; 
In the blackest and wildest tempest, 

A beacon the tossed to cheer. 
I will walk through the valley of shadows : 

I see Him, and have no fear. 



»> 



26. 



Xlow scuer'b is 3orban. 



With determination, 
^mf. 



German Air. 




Now severed is Jordan, Its waters back roll, And " Onward," the watchword, We press to the goal : We 




♦ " Jesus stood in the midst, and saith unto them, • Pcgice be unto you.' "— S. John xx. 19. 
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march to the land that was promised of yore, With the Ark of God*s co - ve-nant go - ing be -fore. 

J. ^1^1^ J> J^.; >J>J J^J>_^ 





2 O hark to the trumpet 

That sounds the advance ; 
All armed as to battle 

With buckler and lance, 
We march to the land that was promised of yore, 
With the Ark of God's covenant going before. 

3 Our wanderings are over, 

The wilderness past ; 
Fair Canaan is spreading 

Before us at last. 
We march to the land that was promised of yore, 
With the Ark of God's covenant going before. 

4 Then why should I tremble ? 

My spirit, why shrink ? 
Why halt in my marching ? 

Why pause on the brink ? 
Before is the land that was promised of yore, 
And the Ark of God's covenant goeth before. 

5 The foot of the High Priest 

Is dipped in the tide ; 
The waters are standing 
As walls on each side. 
Before is the land that was promised of yore. 
And the Ark of God's covenant goeth before. 



^ ^^r c c r g"^r : :^ 



6 For them no returning 

Whilst traverse the bands ; 

In the midst of the river 

God's oracle stands. 

Before is the land that was promised of yore. 

And the Ark of God's covenant goeth before. 

7 Sweet angels are calling 

To me from yon shore, 
" Come over, come over. 

And wander no more." 
Then on to the land that was promised of yore, 
With the Ark of God's covenant going before. 

8 There, there is my Leader, 

And there is my Priest, 
And there may I rest me 

From labour released. 
Then on to the land that was promised of yore, 
With the Ark of God's covenant going before. 

9 In the Name of the Father, 

In the Name of the Son, 
In the Name of the Spirit, 

Bless'd Three, ever One. 
We march to the land that was promised of yore, 
With the Ark of God's covenant going before. 



27. 



X>(^athi, 



Not too slow. 



LiNLEY. 




Soon will my days be spent, golden sands out-run, Fev - er of life be o'er, and my grave begun. 



J. J. 4:-^ A J. 
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Hand-fulsof mould will fall hea-vy on my breast ; Ly- ing with feet to east, gent-ly laid to rest. 




f^\\ r r i r r^-Rr r^rlp^ 



2 Those I have lov'd will weep bending o'er my grave, 
Green grass will cover me, vernal flowers wave ; 
Snow will fall over me as a stainless pall ; 
All will be one to me, whatsoe'er befkl. 



3 Then, when my cares are past, hours of joy and pain. 
Unto sweet Paradise, O may I attain ! 
There in the presence of Jesus Christ repose • 
Done all my pilgrimage, all my war and woes. 



4 Teach me to live so well, death so very nigh. 
That at all times I be well prepared to die ; 
Teach me, my dearest Lord, so my life to spend, 
That I may live with Thee, when time has no end. 
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28. Cl^e <£n0ixsl:i £fjurc(j. 

Words and Music by H. Flbetwooo Shefpaso. 
"^ JL * With earnestness, .^ ^ . .. .^ 



O love-ly is the Eng-lish Church, The Church of an-cient days, Who 




bids us lift our voice to God In common pray*r and praise; And hear His word in that same tongue In 




#4 ^^^^' 



"^V t^ m^ . g^^^' rrs ad lib. ^ ^ ' 



which we all were bom, As na- tions heard His works rehearsed On Pen- te- cos - tal morn. 

/7N rill /8N 




^?^> 



2 O lovely is the English Church, 

Whenas with stately grace 
She bids us worship as of old, 

And, in the sacred place 
With solemn pomp doth celebrate 

What Christ did first ordain, 
To show His Death and Sacrifice, 

Till He shall come again. 

3 O lovely is the English Church, 

Her threefold orders given, 
Her minsters grand, her village spires 

Which point the way to heaven ; 
Her great divines, her learned men. 

Her apostolic line ; 
Her pard'ning power, her guiding voice. 

Her gifts and grace divine. 

4 And lovely will the English Church 

Prove in the hour of trial ; 
Though foes wax strong, their rage increase, 

*Twill last but for awhile ; 
She may be overthrown, despoiled. 

And to the dust downtrod, 
But purged by fire, more bright she*ll shine, 

A witness true to God. 
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29. 



Cl^e Cabber of (5oIb. 



)uietly, 
ioLO. 



When Ja-cob left his father's house An ex-ileand a - lone, Helaidhimhelpless,hopeless,down,Hi9 
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head up -on a stone. When lo! the heavens flashed with light,He saw a lad-der stand Be 
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Chorus. 




tween the earth, in darkness steep'd, And happy Fa-ther-land. O Ladder of Gold,0 Ladder of Gold, that 







lead-eth a way from night, O Ladder of Gold, O Ladder of Gold, that leadeth from dark to light. 




2 The ladder, planted on the earth, 

Attained the firmament, 
The throne of God, — and on the stair 

The angels came and went. 
O golden splendour up aloft ! 

O shadow drear below I 
O land of light and love above ! 

Beneath, O bed of woe I— O Ladder, &c. 

3 The angels came from God to man. 

They came with drops of balm, 
With overflowing laps of flowers, 

From fields of summer calm, 
And up the stair they went with tears, 

And sob, and prayer and moan 
Of men in pain and banishment, 

To cast before the throne.— O Ladder, &c. 

4 The angels went with broken lives. 

With ashes, whence the fire 
Had faded, with the faults and falls 
Of men, with eick desire. 



I Vw/| 



They came again with faces lit 
With laughter, and with smile. 

And urns that streamed with saving grace, 
To soothe and reconcile. — O Ladder, &c. 

5 When Jacob woke, he said, Alas ! 

The vision is no more. 
He went his way relieved, but yet 

His heart continued sore. 
But now the ladder barr*d with gold 

No more is drawn as high, 
It standeth ever, day and night. 

Uniting earth and sky. — O Ladder, &c. 

6 And up the ladder every day 

Our prayers and praises go. 
And down the ladder every day 

Unnumbered favours flow. 
And up the ladder let us look 

To God, our all in all ; 
Then, down the ladder He will send 

Our final homeward call. — O Ladder, &c. 
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30. 



CBjc (>ai\:t of tijc Oust. 




Chorus. 
With animation. 



Words and Music by H. Fleetwood Shbppard, 



The Path of the Just is a shi • ning Light, That shi - neth to per - feet day ; . 



Guide 




Fine. Solo. A little slower. 

a 




ThoUfgood Lord,our footsteps right To walk in the heavenly way. The way of the world is broad and fair,The 
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^^^ 





2 But whither doth lead the road they tread ? 

Destruction the end will be : 
The way is strait, and narrow the gate, 
That leadeth to life and Thee. 
The path, &c. 

3 The path of pleasure is strewn with flow'rs. 

The days with delight begin ; 
But bitterness comes with closing hours, 
When pleasure has led to sin. 
The path, &c. 



4 The path of duty is strewn with thorns, 

And hearts that are hard rebel ; 
With steadfast will, to follow it still. 
That pleaseth the Master well. 
The path, &c. 

5 The path of sorrow is wet with tears. 

And blood that distils in pain ; 
Yet none can say the Lord's own way 
Is trodden by man in vain. 
The path, &c. 



6 The path of the dead we all must tread. 
But led by Thy guiding hand. 
Safe past the vale of the shadows pale. 
We enter the Angel land. 
The path, &c. 



31. 
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Moderately fast. 
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The de- luge has drown'd tKe world so wide. An an - gry, en-gulf - ing, foam - ing 
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tide, No moun-tain is seen, no herb, no tree, But waves that are toss-ingun-ceas-ing - ly. 




O^ Dove, O Dove, re -turn. 




Wan-der no more, re- turn, re - turn! 

J. 



::x fi; i^ii 



2 The dove, as it flits on wings of white, 
Is full of dismay at deepening night ; 
No shelter, no food, no rest, no shore, 
But wandering, wavering evermore. 

O Dove ! O Dove I &c. 

3 O whither away on weary wing ? 

O where is thy home, thou fragile thing ? 
Alone in a storm, and abroad in gloom, 
The ocean beneath, a gaping tomb, 
O Dove ! O Dove 1 &c. 



4 Return to the Ark, for there doth stand 
The Master with open, bleeding hand. 
To gather thee in and give thee rest 

In shelter and warmth against His breast. 
O Dove ! O Dove ! &c. 

5 He shutteth the window. He bars the door, 
Thou shalt of the tempest feel no more. 
Rely in His pity. He fast will keep 

His dove, and will sing His dove to sleep! 
O Dove ! O Dove ! &c. 



jfi^''!! r 
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ALTERNATIVE TUNE. 

Music by Martin S. Skeffington. 
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The deluge has drownM the world so wide. An an • gry , en- gulf - ing, foam • ing tide ; No 
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moun-tain is seen, no herb, no tree, ' But waves that are toss- ing un - ceas - ing - ly. 
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Chorus. Treble Voices in Unison. 
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^ 









O Dove,. O Dove, re - turn, re - turn I Wan - der no inore, re - turn, re - turn ! 



m 
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Vi- 



Jn moderate time. 



71 Slow(^t Song, 

Marschner, adapted by F. Bussell. 



Solo. 




pf^i^ 



fore Thy al - tar,Lord,to lay, The fair- est flowVs to Thee be -long, The rich-est gifts, the - 



ji'i ■ ijjjjj i -tjaiJiii jj,jji 
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dolce. 



^1^^ uutce. 




.wAAfAefcnncyi'*^^®"^^"^*^^^^^''" °^ Ma- ry mild, The snow lay white, the winds blew wild. No 
Bweeiesi song, i^'vvhen Christ the ass in triumphrode, His path with palms the peo- pie strow'd,Ho - 
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flow'rs could gen - tie Ma-ry find As po-siesfor her Babe to bind, as po-siesfor her Babe to bind, 
san-nas sang, green branches bore And waved, and went the Lord be-fore, and waved, and went the Lord be-fore. 





Chorus. 



^TtT^ 



We bring sweet flowers and gar-lands gay, Be • fore Thy al - tar, Lord, to lay, The 



^T^ 





g r pi : 




* It is suggested that this song be sung as a solo whilst the children are moving in procession with thdr. 
offerings to the sdtar, all the children bursting forth in the chorus. It may also be used at Harvest Festivals. 

(37) 



roll, e dim, Seoub Solo. 




fair-est flowers to Thee be - long, The rich - est gifts, the sweet-esi song. When 




Sbgub Solo. 




/y 



They crown'd the Saviour's head with thorn. 
The reed they gave in cruel scorn, 

« 

The hyssop touched His lips with gall. 
And myrrh was sprinkled o*er the pall. 
We bring, &c. 



The thorn, the reed, the spear forget, 
The sponge upon the bulrush set, 
The parted robe, the winding sheet, 
Transfixed hands, and side, and feet. 
We bring, &c. 



Ascended — now Thy sorrows o'er. 
Thy praises all Thy creatures pour, 
Laud, honour, worship, glory given. 
By men on earth and saints in heaven. . 
We bring, &c. 

6. 

Earth's best oblations now Thy dower, 
From mine the gold, from field the flowei 
From men bowed head and bended knee, 
The homage of humanity. 
We bring, &c. 



(^8) 



33. 



CIjc Seasons, 




I 



Smoothly. 



E 



K. ^ I 4—1- 
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Schubert, arranged by F. Bubsell. 

J J J. J-}-^ 




Cold and col -our - less the skies, The earth is void an4 



I Smoothly 
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dead| . . 
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Sow the seed, in spring to rise A • bove its win - try 
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rail. 
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T 



bed. • 



Cast thy bread, and thou shalt find Bread a-bundant to thy mind. 

4?L 




Chorus. 
a tempo. 




Fine. £:^' 



Sow m Faith! Sow in Faith! Sow the seed of God. 

rs^ — 4t ' H 




2. 

Bright the skies of Spring and blue. 

And scented every air. 
Warm with sunshine, wet with dew. 
The bud, the blossom fair. 
Seed of God in spirits cast 
Promise gives of growth at last : 
Spring in Hope ! Spring in Hope ! 
> Spring, thou seed of God. 



See the waving Summer field. 
The swelling heads of grain I 

See return in bounteous yield 
For patient toil and pain. 



Every stem with burden bent ; 
Rich reward for labour spent : 

Grow in Love ! Grow in Love ! 

Grow, thou seed of God. 



With the silver harvest moon 
The Autumn task is come, 
Quickly come, and over soon. 
The shocks are carried home. 

Now we reap what sown has been. 
Gather golden what was green : 
Reap in Joy 1 Reap in Joy ! 
Reap the seed of God. 



(3d} 
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34, 



^avv<^st IJomc. 
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$ 



With animationy but smoothly. 



Music by Martin S. Skeffington. 




The songof the heaven-ly har-vest home, When garnered the golden grain, 



P day of re -joic-ing, we 




tm\ p- ■• ^ 








bid thee come, And fin- ish our toil and pain. 



O day of re-ward for ex - haasting toil, Of laugh-ter in place of 




rather slower. 



rail, f 



a tempo. 




tears, 



Of fa • ces re-freshed, re • lieved firom toil. Of banished distress • ful fears. 



O Har - vest Home, O 




rather slower. 



rail. 



P Ur-^ir^ 






, a tempo, 
f 





Chorus. Unison, 



rail. 



Harvest Home, O hap • py Har-vest Home, 



O Har-vest Home, O Har.vest Home, O hap - py Har-vest Home. 




2 The angels are standing, expectant soon 

Of summons to speed below, 
With sickles that flash as the crescent moon 

And fluttering wings of snow. 
The fields upon earth are whitening fast, 

With harvest of wheat and tare, 
The season of growing will soon be past 

And shortly the fields be bare. 
O Harvest Home, &c. 

3 Then sudden will echo the trumpet call, 

The angels will speed nor stay, 
The com will be cut and the tares will fall. 
Alike on that awful day : 



The cockle, the poppy, the wheat, the rye, 

Together so long that grew. 
That ripened beneath the selfsame sky, 

That drank of the selfsame dew, 
O Harvest Home, &c. 

4 The bundles of tares will aside be thrown. 
To burn in the starless night, [known, 
The com will be gathered, its worth well- 

And garnered in glorious light. 
O day of rejoicing for which we long ! 

O day of unsetting sun ! 
O banquet of sweetness ! O feast of song! 
O holiday, never done ! 
O Ha^rvest Home, &c. 
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35. 



Cfjc Prise of Perseverance. 

(FOR CHILDREN.) 






German Air, arranged by F. Bussbll. 




( f*r r.cJi- l [Z' ^ 



c -CVm J- 



heart for joy is danc 



ing, My lamp is burn-inj^ clear, 




Chorus. 



f^T^lHgt^ 



The Bride-groom bids me en 



r 
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If I but per - se - vere. D.C. 




2 My Lord a land is ruling, 

The land of pure delight, 
Whence hate and night are banished, 

And all is love and light. 
What though my lot be lowly I 
What though my way be drear ! 
Tis mine, 'tis mine, that kingdom. 
If I but persevere. 

3 My Lord a home is building, 

A mansion passing fair, 
Of orient pearl, and burnished gold. 

Of jewels costly, rare. 
A home where naught is wanting : 
Away with doubt and fear! 
'Tis mine, 'tis mine, that mansion, 
If I but persevere. 



4 My Lord a crown is binding. 

Of flowers in heaven that blow. 
Of roses, of forget-me-not, 
Of lilies white as snow. 
In sorest fight, hard driven. 
This thought my heart will cheer, 
'Tis mine, 'tis mine, that garland, 
If I but persevere. 

5 My Lord a song is teaching 

The angel choirs on high, 
They strike their harps and cymbals, 

And sound the psaltery. 
A song to greet that wanderer. 
To heaven's gate drawing near, 
'Tis mine, 'tis mine, that welcome 
If I but persevere. 
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36. 



Ocricljo. 



From Wagner. 





Fine. 



I I I 

trum-pet calls, Crash thine a - da - man-tine walls. Long hast thou de - fied our host, World-ly pomp and 





t 



P 



^S 




power thy boast, Might of man and lead-ers bold, Strength~bf wall and wealth of gold. 



<^^f ^ ^ 



^ 



I 



2 How ye flouted, laughed, and jeered, 
As our haraessed ranks appeared ! 
How ye scoffed, our strength decried. 
Scorned our King, the Crucified ! 

Storm the city, &c. 

3 Down in dust thou Worldly Power I 
Done thy dull despotic hour ! 

Bitt the earth in bitter shame ! 
Writhe in everlasting flame ! 
Storm the city, &c. 






4 Long the Church, in solemn line, 
Bore the angel-shadowed shrine 
Round thy walls with trumpet-blast. 
Fervent prayer and frequent fast. 

Storm the city, &c. 

5 See the strong foundations shake ! 
See the brazen fetters break ! 

See the towers, riven, reell 
Princes, people, conquered kneel I 
Storm the city, &c. 



6 Haughty city Jericho, 
Where thy pride, thy power now ? 
Dreamlike thy dominion past. 
Ours thy wealth, thy place at last. 
Storm the city, &c. 

Jericho is a figure of the World Power against which the army of Qod*8 Church i8 engaged in war. 
'* We wrestle not against flesh and blood, but against principalities, against powers, against the rulers of the 
darkness of this world, against sptritoal wickedness in high places."— £/Atfj»<mi vL X2. 
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37. 



3n il^ts wovlb of sin anb sovtoto. 



With tenderness. 



dim. 



I 

LORTZINO. 

cres. 




In this world of sin and sor-row There is suffring ev'-ry - where. Christ, O 




mh ' \P^-^ 




Christ, without Thy succour, How can I my bur-den bear ? Scarce a sweet without a bit-ter, Not a 




rail, ^^ cres, a tempo. 




rose without a thorn, Not a laugh without some weeping, Al-ter • na-ting eve and mom. 





fisi 
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In this world of sin and 

^ J: ^ ^ 



sor • row There is suf - fring ev'-ry - 
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where. Christ, O Christ, with-out Thy suc-cour, How can I my bur -den bear? 



^ gM 



r n 



^^^ 




2 Now depressed, and then reviving, 
Now I stumble, then I rise. 
Often bowed to earth with trouble, 

Lifting sad despairing eyes. 
Plunged at times in doubt and darkness, 

When Thy Face I cannot see, 
Full of light at times and gladness, 
Jesus ! contemplating Thee. 
In this world, &c. 



3 Sometimes raising cries of anguish. 
Sometimes light of heart with joy, 
Sometimes earnest for salvation, 
Oftener loitering o*er some toy ; 
Losing all I fondly cherished, 

Grasping what eludes my hand : 
Like a storm-dismantled vessel. 
Cast upon a foreign strand. 
In this world, &c. 
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88. 



Vavtb in ZHal^anatm. 



With spirit. 



Music by H. Fleetwood Sheppako. 
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When the King was at Ma -ha - na - im, An ex - ile and sore dis-tressed, When the 
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re • bel in Zion was reign • ing, 
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But Da • vid was deep de - pressed. 
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Chorus. 
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Who is on the King's side, who ? Then there followed him on - ly 
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few. 
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2 When the King was in Mahanaim, 

Before his own son he fled, 
He was hunted, as hunted the roebuck, 
With nowhere to lay his head. 
Who is on, &c. 

3 When the King was in Mahanaim, 

He hunger'd and thirsted sore. 
But Barzillai, old, of Gilead, 
Sustained him with his store. 
Who is on, &c. 

4 When the King was in Mahanaim, 

The feeble of faith did flee, 
But Ittai, the stranger, beside him 
In life, or in death would be. 
Who is on, &c. 

5 When the King was in Mahanaim, 

His timorous council fled. 
But Hushai, the Archite, was faithful, 
In all that he did and said. 
Who is on, &c. 

6 When the King was returned to Jordan 

Resuming again his own. 
Then he said to his faithful servants, 

'* Encircle my royal throne. 

They upon the King's side, they 
Now at last have their triumph day. 



I 7 Come ye over, and I will feed you. 
In Zion, and you shall be 
Like as princes and kings and prophets, 
Enjoying my victory." 
They upon, &c. 

8 When Messiah, the Son of David, 
On earth among men would dwell, 

Then the same as to David happened, 
The same to the son befell. 

Who is on the King's side, who ? 
Then there followed him only a few. 

9 He was hunted, oppressed, rejected. 
The birds of the air can nest. 

And the foxes have holes. He had not 
A home where His head might rest. 
Who is on, &c. 

10 Then He summoned His chosen servants, 
" All ye who regard my Name, 
On your shoulders the cross must carry, 
And walk in the way of shame." 
Who is on, &c. 



II 



But the day of the Lord is dawning. 
Then they that have faithful stood 
Shall receive for the days of evil 
Abundance of untold good. 

They upon the King's side, they 
Shall at last have their triumph day. 



12 Then shall they who their goods have given. 
And they that were true of heart, 
And the loyal and wise of counsel 
In heaven alike have part. 

They upon the Kmg's side, they 
Shall at last have their triumph day. 
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39. 



tDI^m Daptb banceb. 



* 



With simplicity. 



Words and Music by H. Fleetwood Sheppard. 




When Da-vid danced be - fore the Ark, It shocked QueenMichal great • ly, That he should not de - 




g %j^N J'JJJl^ 



cres. 
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- mean him-sclf Be - fore men's eyes se - date - ly;To her the Ark's re - turn was nought.She thought his con-dact 





mad - ness ; But Da • vid cared not what she thought, He danced to show his glad-ness. 
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proud i - so - la- tion God seeks at our hands, But to love Him, and fear Him, and keep His commands* 




Us) 



2. 

When David*s Son came down on earth, 

Mankind's salvation seeking ; 
All those who thought themselves of worth 

Were vexed by His plain speaking. 
They owned it might be very true 
That all should need a Saviour ; 
Yet to the world respect was due, 
And politic behaviour. 

But Religion, my friends, is a thing of the heart ; 
Wherein truth unfeigned must bear the first part ; 
Not worldly compliance God seeks at our hands, 
But to love Him, and fear Him, and keep His commands. 



The good St. James beheld in church. 

Rich men with rings and raiment, 
All placed in front ; but in the lurch. 

The poor for lack of payment : 
He wrote in wrath, " This thing is wrong,'* 

For men with empty purses 
May serve the Lord with heart and song. 
And merit more His mercies. 

For Religion, my friends, is a thing of the heart ; 
Wherein rich and poor must all play the same part ; 
Not jewels and raiment God seeks at our hands. 
But to love Him, and fear Him, and keep His commands. 



For Christ Himself is in that place. 

Its light, its crown, its centre; 
And casts o'er all a robe of grace 

In love and faith who enter. 
And though, to eyes of men, the ways 

Of some may need refining ; 
They may appear to angels' gaze, 
In garments bright and shining. 

For Religion, my friends, is a thing of the heart ; 

Wherein our appearance has very small part ; 

Not goodly apparel God seeks at our hands. 

But to love Him, and fear Him, and keep His commands. 



Whatever men say, whate'er they do. 

Withhold or grant their favour ; 
As loyal Christians, staunch and true, 

We'll stand and will not waver. 
The world is for a little while. 

Salvation is for ever ; 
Then look to God's approving smile, 
To man's approval — never. 

For Religion, my friends, is a thing of the heart ; 

Wherein the world's favour can never have part ; 

No halfhearted service God seeks at our hands, 

But to love Him, and fear Him, and keep His commands. 
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Cf^e Barren Crce. 
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Solo. Withfeeling. 




t 



^ 



2± 



m 



The bar - ren tree that bears but leaves Cut down and cast 
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side ! . . The pre-cious ground it cum - ber-eth, It may no more a - bide. 
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t Chorus. 
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spare, O spare an 
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tree! 



0th - er year, O spare the bar • ren 
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2 I sought for fruit, I nothing found. 

Where given sun and rain, 
I pruned, I hedged, I cherished it, 
What have I for My pain T 
O spare, &c. 

3 O Christian soul, I planted thee 

In rich and holy ground, 
I seek the signs of life and love. 
But where may these be found ? 
O spare, &c. 



4 I laboured, suffered, died for thee. 

For thee My life-blood shed, 
Thee, wild by nature, grafted in, 
With heavenly nurture fed. 
O spare, &c. 

5 The day of grace is speeding past, 

Soon winter will be here ; 
What fruit or flowers of holiness 
In thee, O soul, appear? 
O spare, &c. 



ALTERNATIVE TUNE. 



Solo. 



Music by Martin S. Skeffinoton. 



cres. 




ii'irriirrrr' 

The bar - ren tree that bears but leaves Cut down and cast a - side ! The pre - cious ground it 
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cum-bereth, It may ho more a - bide, O spare, O spare an - oth-eryear,0 spare the barren tree t 
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41. 



Resolutely. 



Cf^c tmS'tn-watV 
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The ar-my of God went forth to fight, To fight in the a - rid plain, And A - i came out with 
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arm - ed might, In-fla-ted with fond dis-dain. The ar - my of Is • ra - el faint and few, But 




<f-";^J^ hj",^ 




2 Then Joshua lifted his shining spear ; 

The trumpet, as thunder, peaPd ; 
He caird to the falt'ring not to fear, 

But rally, retake the field. 
The liers-in-wait with sudden shout, 

From coppice and pit arose, 
The army of Ai was put to rout. 

Encompassed by unknown foes. 

3 The Church of the Lord is sore distress'd 

In fighting the worldly power. 
By numbers overwhelm 'd, by might oppress'd, 

She falters in peril's hour : 
But succour is nigh when spirits fail, 

The arm of the flesh is naught, 
The liers-in-wait will then avail. 

Deliverance then be wrought. 



4 The liers-in-wait are everywhere, 

In cottage and convent cell, 
The infant, with folded hands in prayer, 

A lier-in-wait as well. 
From out of their rest the holy dead 

Are instant in prayer we know,f 
The angels with Michael at their head. 

Assist in the overthrow. 

5 Not carnal wisdom and worldly might 

Avail in the war we wage, 
The feeble, the frail, the young, may fight. 

With weapons of prayer engage.J 
Then down upon bended knee we go. 

The strong and the weak alike, 
With the prayer of faith confound the foe, 

With the sword of the Word we strike. 



* Josh. viii. i8. As in the battle against Ai, the victory was won by those kneeling, unseen, in ambush, so 
in the battle against the World, the victory is won by prayer, " O ye Powers of the World," said the late 
Bishop of Orleans, ** how can ye think to prevail against the Church, for which tens of thousands of little 
infant hands are daily raised in intercession throughout the earth ? " 

f Rev. vi. 9, zo. % ^ ^^^' ^* 4* 
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42. 



Clje IDav of Soxtows. 



Schubert. 



-^ J. Solo or Quartet. ->^ cres. dim. 



The Sa - viour call ■ eth, sin - ful one, With outstretched arms to thee ap • peals; And 

pj J J J J. J. -W. J. Jj -J- J. J. 






, I cres. 



Chorus. 




art thou cold and hard as stone, That nei - ther loves nor feels ? Christian, Christian, 




r r .r r 





kneel and weep, Shake a - way dull sense of sleep That o'er thy spi - rit steals; 




2. 

The Son of God felt want and pain, 

Before He Heaven's throne attained. 
And Thou ! without a fight and strain, 
Think*st victory can be gained ? 
Christian, Christian, wrestle sore ; 
Narrow way and straitest door 
Must never be disdained. 



Behold Him dyed, from foot to crown, 

With purple blood, with anguish-streams ; 
And thou wouldst drift life's river down, 

In listless summer dreams. 

, Christian, Christian, watch and pray 
In thy brief, thy trial day, 

As Christian men beseems. 



The cross of pain is David's key 

That opes the pearly doors of light. 
The upward path, a rugged way, 
That leads to heaven's height. 
Christian, Christian, ever press 
Over hardships, through distress 
And battle, to delight. 
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CI?(5 Htper of Cife. 




^ Chorus. 



dim. 



Words and Music by H. Fleetwood Sheppard. 

cres. 
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The Riv-er ofLife is roll-ing on, And bears us down to the sea;. .Wearehere for a moment, theii 
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Fine. Solo. 
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quick- ly gone>And launched in e- ter - ni - ty. . • In hopes andfears, in our smiles and tears, We 



;pi^ 




cres. 




prize with af-fec-tion fond, This world of a day, while it fades a-way, Forgettingthe world be - yond. 




2. 



When cool trees lave in the dancing wave, 
Sweet flowers shed fragrance rare, 

The soft shadows glide o'er the green hillside, 
And beauty is everywhere ; — 
The River, &c. 



When storm-clouds fly in the wild dark sky, 
And tempests are raging round ; 

When lightnings flash, and the thunders crash. 
And shelter is nowhere found ; — 
The River, &c. 



When fond, love lies in a wife's calm eyes. 
And truth in her beaming smile, 

When innocent bliss in a childish kiss 
Can sorrow of heart beguile ; — 
The River, &c. 



By life's slow sands when some dear one 
Imploring us still to stay ; [stands. 

With tears, and entreaties, and outstretched 
In vain I we are hurried away. [hands. 
The River, &c. 

6. 

O sunshine fair ! and O soft clear air ! 

O glory below, above ! [blest ? 

Where tranquiller rest ? where scenes more 

O world of beauty and love I 
The River, &c. 



But all around is the wailing sound 

Of parting, and grief, and pain : [rest, 

Not here troubled breast wilt thou find thy 
A better doth yet remain. 
The River, &c. 



8. 



The ceaseless tide upon which we ride. 

Flows into the crystal sea ; 
Which kisses the feet of the judgment seat, 

There peace to the saints shall be. 
The River, &c. 

(so) 



21 £tjristmas Carol. 



A star, a star is burn - ing, The brightest :a the sk^. Is shin-ing o'er a 

Chorus. V/e how b«-forethe In- fant, To Him ourhomagebnng; OucGod in flesh ap • 
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aU - We, O tell me, shepherds, why? 
pear • eth Of men and an - gels King. 




2 Then where is hau§;hty Herod, 

With court magnifical 7 
O where the priests, the Levites ? 
O where the princes all ? 
We bow, &c. 

3 What ! Lord, art Thou rejected 

From lowly village inn ? 
Are hearts so hard and Ijlinded, 
By unbelief and sin ? 
We bow, &c. 

4 Lo I Lo I a sudden glory I 

The Angel hosts appear; 
Ten thousand times ten thousand, 
Their Monarch to revere.* 
We bow, &c. 

5 The homage earth refusea, 

The honour men withhold, 
The angels give, attending 
In multitudes untold. 
We bow, &c. 



6 The lamps of heaven are lighted,! 

The Stable is ablaze. 
And harp and lute and cymbal 
Resound the Infant's praise. 
We bow, &c. 

7 A stable now a palace. 

The like was never seen I 
Such splendour of attendance 1 
Such songs, such golden sheen ! 
We bow, &c. 

8 O Solomon I thy mansion 

Might not with this be told, 
Thy servants and thy soldiers, 
Thy throne o'erlaid with gold ! | 
We bow, &c, 

9 O blind the eyes of mortals 

To such a glorious sight I 
O slumb'ring fools that know not 
The wonders of this night I 
We bow, &c. 




"When Hebtingeth in the First-begotten into the world, He saith, Andlet all the angels of God w 
I."— Heb. i.e. t Rev. iv.5. t ^ Kings s. 18. 
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Re - inem-ber the poor, 
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Re • member the poor, And thou may'st be su 




2 The menial crew his misery knew, 

Yet none to his want attends ; 
Tho' day after day in sores he lay. 

With dogs for his only friends. 
The sin lay not in the rich man's lot, 

{Great blessing may rest on gold ;) 
But selfishness heeds no brother's needs, 

And makes the heart hard and cold. 

3 The hour there came, which none can name. 

When each must resign his breath ; 
The wealthy man died, and pomp and pride 

Attended him still in death. 
The happy release brought Lazarus peace, 

Which living he vain did crave; 
Unwept, and unsung, his corpse was flung 

Down into a pauper's grave. 

4 It mouldered to dust; — his spirit just 

Was borne by an angel train 
To Abraham's breast, and there found rest. 
From poverty, sickness, pain. 



But Dives, who fell in flames of hell, 

In torment uplift bis eyes ; 
And saw far away, where Lazarus lay 
In garden of Paradise. 
" O father dear, send Lazarus here, 

" My limbs are with anguish wrung; 
" That he may but dip his finger tip 

" In water to cool my tongue." — 
** Remember, my son, while life did run, 

"Thou hadst of good things thy share; 
" But evil were his, now he finds bliss, 

" But thou art tormented there. 
" Remember, besides, a gulf divides 

" For ever betwixt us twain, 
"Which no one can clear to pass from here, 

"Or hither return again." 

Then fervently pray for grace alway. 
To succour our neighbours' needs ; 

And Christ our Lord in His love reward, 
A blessing on all good deeds. 



46. 



Cf^e ^tlartyrs of 3apan. 



Mournfully, 



(A.D. 1622.) 



LORTZING. 




fivn33 
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In Ja- pan the night was sul - len, Not a star il - lumed the sky, Eight and for - ty 
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Christian Martyrs To the stake were led to die. Men and maid-ens, lit • tie chil-dren, 




One, a mother, babe at breast; All must pass thro* fi - ery torment, To their ev 

d"^' 




r 

er - last-ing rest. 

2 See them bound with chains of iron 

To the stakes, the flame applied. 
How the fire exults and rages, 

Rising as a ravening tide ! 
Hear the mother bid her children 

Bravely bear their cruel pain, 
Loudly smg to Christ Hosanna, 

Long as life in them remain. 

3 Wailing, clinging to her bosom 

Weeps the infant, wild with fear, 
With her arms she seeks to screen it, 

Speaking words of love and cheer. ' 

Heedless of her mortal anguish. 

Singing low a lullaby. 
Till she sinks, her baby soothing, 

In the roaring flame to die. 

4 Still from one or other bonfire 

Rises faint the fitful strain. 
Praise of Jesus ! Prayer to Jesus ! 

Not a single cry of pain. 
One by one, reduced to silence. 

Falls in the devouring fires, 
In the dark night slowly smoulder 

Eight and forty martyrs' pyres. 

5 Night is over ! day is dawning 

On the dreadful scene below. 
Night is over ! Pagan triumph, 

Human anguish, mortal woe. 
D^ has broken on the martyrs, 

Day that never will be done, 
In the sunlit fields of Eden, 

Gathered, conquerors, everyone. 

l^ote, — The Christian Church was founded in Japan by S. Francis Xavier, in 1549. By 1582 it had so 
increased that it numbered 200,000 Christians with 250 churches. The Japanese Emperors, however, began a 
terrible persecution, and by the end of the seventeenth century had completely stamped out Christianity in 
the islands. The martyrs numbered thousands. 
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47. 



^n, Cl^nstian, run! 



Solo. 
J. With animation. • 



Words and Music by H. Fleetwood Sheppard. 
cres. 




Run, Christian, run ! the race set be -fore thee ; Look to the goal, and on that fix thine eyes. 





cres, 

; *F fTrr 




Heed not tho' darkness and clouds gather o'er thee, Bright gleams the sunshine where Christ holds the prize. 
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Chorus. 

Run, Chris-tian, run ! 






Run, Chris-tian, run! 



A little faster. 
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Run, Chris -tian, run ! 
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Run, Chris-tian I Bright gleams the sun - shi^e where 
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Christ holds the prize ; Run, Chris - tian ! Run, Chris - tian I Run, Chris - tian, run I 



2 Run, Christian, run! the past lies behind thee. 

Years of cold selfishness, error, and sin, 
Chains of ungodliness, long that did bind thee, 

Cast them all from thee, the crown thou mayst win . 
Run, Christian, run ! Cast them all from, &c. 

3 Run, Christian, run ! thy heart must be humble ; 

Great is God's mercy, on Him thou must call. 
Press to the mark, though thy weary feet stumble, 
He will uphold thee, from grace lest thou fall. 
Run, Christian, run ! He will uphold, &c. 

4 Run, Christian, run I all help shall be given, 

Though thy heart fail shall its strength be restored. 
Once the race ended for which thou hast striven. 
Rest shalt thou find in the arms of thy Lord. 
Run, Christian, run I Rest shalt thou, &c. 



I 
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48. 



Ccars are ^aUxng* 



^m 



SloWy with expression. 




¥ 



Marschner, arranged by F. Bussell. 
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Ear and soul a - like be - set. 
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^^ Chorus. 



dim. 




Tears are fall - ing. hearts are ach - ing, Sha- dows dim de - dining day, . . Till the 
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morn 



a - wa - king Bids the sha - dows fiee 



aJ 



way. 




vi/ 



2. 

Hand in hand, together faring, 

Friends along life's journey go, 
In our joys and sorrows sharing, 

Lightening each the other's woe. 
Sooner, later, comes the parting. 
Then our way we tread alone, 
Wounded, weary, stricken, smarting, 
Bowed the head with bitter moan. 
Tears are falling, hearts are aching, 

Shadows dim declining day. 

Till the golden mom awaking, 

Bids the shadows flee away. 



Dreams of childhood, quickly blighted, 

Woven friendships reft in twain, 
Past the scenes that so delighted. 

Prizes lost we longed to gain. 
Disappointments daily meeting, 

Withered roses strew the road. 
Phantom hopes as bubbles cheating, 
Love — a transient episode. 
Tears are falling, hearts are aching. 

Shadows dim declining day. 
Till the golden mom awaking 
Bids the shadows flee away. 



X 



Christian, be not thou despairing. 

Called a burden to endure, 
Looking forward, where preparing 
Homes unchangeable and sure. 
Looking forward, father, brother. 
Wait thee on the further shore, 
Husband, little child, and mother, 
Meet in peace to part no more. 
Soon will come the glad awaking. 

Soon the everlasting day, 
Soon the golden morn be breaking, 
When the shadows flee away. 
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49. 



CI?0 £bm0 tPeir, 



With fervour. 



From Beethoven. 
cres. 




Spring, O well ! in re - gion bar - ren^ Bid it blossom as the rose ; Spring, O well ! when 





cres. 




^ 



all the de-sert Hot as fie • ry furnace glows. Spring, O well! when we are parch-ed, 
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And expire in burning sighs ; Spring, O well ! the flock is fainting On the sand, and fevered dies. 
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2. 

Throw aloft Thy gladsome waters I 

Gush with renovating life ! 
Cleanse, regenerating fountain ! 

Heal the wounded in the strife ! 
Spring, O well ! the princes dug thee. 

In the everlasting Rock, 
Jewish priest and Gentile soldier, 

Whilst the heartless people mock. 

3- 
Spring, O well I thou living water, 

Spring ! let evil men deride. 
Spring abundant, mingled torrent 

From the Saviour's riven side I 
Flow, O well ! O Blood and water, 

Streams of sacramental grace. 
Purifying past transgression, 

Present sinfulness efface. 

4- 
Flow, O well I in fonts for ever 

Is the crystal water stored ; 
Flow, O well 1 on countless altars 

Is the purple Blood outpoured. 
Sing, O people I sing to Jesus, 

Sing the love unspeakable ! 
Sing the Blood ! O sing the Water 

Of the overflowing well I 

" Then Israel sang this song. Spring up, O well ; sing ye unto it : The princes digged the well . . with 
their staves.^* — Numbers xxi. 17, 18. "And did all drink the same spiritual drink: for they drank of that 
•piritual Rock that followed them : and that Rock was Christ.*' — i Cor, x. 4. From the side of Christ on the 
Cfroti liiued the Water and the Blood,— the two great Sacraments of Baptism and the Holy Communion, 
gmerally necettary to salvation. , ^ % 



X 



50. 



Stje iotb is King. 



From Stephen Heller. 



The Lord is King vie- tor - iouB.Let alltheworldre-joice, Ye heavengwide and glO'rioua.Ye 






3, lift your voice. For the Lord is One, and ihe Faith is One, From the ris - ing to the set - ling sl 




a O laugh, ye barren deserts, 
Exult, thou grassy earth ! 
Ye mountains, wave your forests ! 
Ye hillocks, leap for mirth 1 

For the Lord is One, &c. 

3 The Lord hath fixed unshaken 

The Church's holy frame ; 

The gates of Hell can never 

Prevail against the same. 

For the Lord is One, &c. 

4 Her towers and her bulwarks 

Are stftblishftd secure, 

Unshaken and untaken, 

Thro' ages to endure. 

For the Lord is One, &c. 



5 Within her walls His people 

May dwell in perfect peace ; 
He giveth them protection, 
He yieldeth them increase. 

For the Lord is One, &c. 

6 The watchmen walk the rampart 

And wait the coming day, 
They call the long night watches, 
*' The Lord is King ! " they say. 
For the Lord is One, &c. 

7 The Lord the King is reigning 

Upon His royal throne, 

And we. His chosen people. 

Are His, and His alone. 

For the Lord is One, &c. 



Lonicm: Piiated by Novbllo, Ewxr and Co., 6g and 70, Dean Street, Soho (WO' 
(58) 



N£.— The first 22 Church Songs (pages 1 to 28) are contained in the First Series. 



NOTE TO SECOND SERIES. 



This Series brings up the number of Church Songs to 50. The Editors hope that both as to 
words and music there will be found something in the complete collection to suit all tastes. 
The words, when not indicated to the contrary, are by the Rev. S. Baring-Gould; and the 
harmonies, when not also indicated to the contrary, are by the Rev. H. Fleetwood Sheppard. 
In the First Series, Nos. i, 2, 3, 6, 17, and 21 were arranged and harmonised by F. Bussell, 
Esq., who has also arranged several of the pieces in the Second Series. 

Although several of the Songs are marked as Solos, they may be sung according to the 
means at command, e,g, in Unison, Chorus, or by any one set of voices, &c. 
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